CHAPTER VL
THE GARDEN OF INDIA.
Though the whole city be on fire,
What do the song-birds care ?
The wingless cats and rats lament,
Who cannot cleave the air I
Heed not, my soul, the fires of care !
Rise Godward on the wings of prayer!
Akha, a Gujwaii poet.
Gujarat has sometimes been called the Garden of India.
A tract of country stretching perhaps for some two hundred
miles from south to north, and about one hundred miles
from west to east, is famous for the fertility of its soil,
and consequently also for the density of its population.
It is sometimes said that not a stone is to be found in the
entire region, except such as have been imported. A
rich alluvial soil, watered by several large rivers, and with
an abundant underflow, tapped by countless wells, rewards
the toil of the dense agricultural population which inhabits
this area.
The model primeval Indian Village, divided into water-
tight compartments, is to be found here in its perfection.
In its central and most aristocratic quarter dwell the
Patidars, the hereditary ancestral landowners of the
domain, resembling very closely the old feudal lords of
ancient Europe, with their tenants grouped around them*
Physically they are a tall, well-built, noble-looking race,
accustomed to rule, expert farmers, owning large herds of
some of the finest cattle and buffaloes to be seen anywhere
in the world. The buffaloes are unrivalled for the richness
and quantity pf the milk they produce, whilst the cattle
are devoted to draught purposes, all the milk of the cows
being given to the young stock.
A sad and depressing feature of the buffalo production
is that, while the male buffalo is a powerful beast and
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